YERMA
[Pause.]
* When sweet your flesh of jasmine smells/
Let the branches tremble in the sun
and the fountains leap all around!
[YBRMA continues singing. MARf A enters through the door carrying a
bundle of clothes.]
YERMA: Where are you coming from?
MAR!A: From the store.
YERMA: From the store so early?
MARf A: For what I wanted, I'd have waited at the door till they
opened. Can't you guess what I bought?
YERMA: You probably bought some coffee for breakfast; sugar, bread.
MAR!A: No. I bought laces, three lengths of linen, ribbons, and
coloured wool to make tassels. My husband had the money and
he gave it to me without my even asking for it.
YERMA: You're going to make a blouse?
MAR!A: No, it's because... Can't you guess?
YERMA: What?
MARf A: Because ... well... it's here now!
[She lowers her head. YERMA rises and looks at her in admiration.]
YERMA: In just five months!
MARf A: Yes.
YERMA: You can tell it's there?
MARf A: Naturally.
YERMA [with curiosity]: But, how does it make you feel?
MARf A: I don't know. Sad; upset
YERMA: Sad? Upset?
[Holding her.]
But... when did he come? Tell me about it. You weren't expect-
ing him.
MARf A: No, I wasn't expecting kirn,
YERMA: Why, you might have been singing; yes? I sing. You...
teUme...
MARf A: Don't ask me about it. Have you ever held a live bird pressed
in your hand?
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